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MON ODI 4. 


An Elegie, in commemora:ton of the 
Uertuous life , and Godlie Deaib of the 
right Worſhipfult&moſt religious Lady, Dame 
Hellen Branch Widdowe , ({ateWife to the right 
worſhiptull Sir 7ohn Branch kmghtgſometimes L. Mayor 
of this Honorable Citty, and daughter of M. i, Nzchol- 
/on ſometimes of London Draper) who deceaſed the 
Io. of £4 prill laft, andlieth interred in Saint 


Mery _Abcharchin London, the 29. 
oftheſame, 1 5g 4. 


IA Ithvnto me vaworthy, you commit 
*d3 1 his worthy taske (for better muſes fit) 
Toling (nay any fadlicto deplore) 
This common loſſe,thatnothing can reſtore : 
You ſacred brood, borne of celeſtial] race, 
You virgin Ladies which powre down the grace 
Of Arts and[carning on your ſeruants deere, 
Vouchſafc aſhſtance ro my moornings heer, 
Teach me fad accents &a weeping meaſure 
Toſtraine foorth pitric, notto ſtir-vp pleaſure. 
And you my priuate cares,(althoghthe cauſc 
Of your diſpaires doo neuer,neuer pawle) 
Pawſcyoua little,and giue leaue a-while, 
Mid publike gricfs my priuate to beguile; 
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MON ODIA. 
Guucleauel pray you; forapriuare caſc 
Vntoa oublike cuer muſt giue place, 
Alas howhitlie is this life of ours 
Compard to ficld-grafſe andro fading flowers, 
Freſh, greene and gallant, inthe morning fun : 
Witherd and dead before the day be done. 
Did cuer yetthe worlds bright cic behold, 
(Since firſt th'Eternal, carthly (lime en-fowld) 
A ſrame of fleſh ſo glorious heer beneath, 
Bur hath bin m—_— by the rage of Death? 
Ot Death dread yidtor of al carthlic things, 
Whoina moment equalsclownes with kings, 
For maieſtie can —_— him diſmay, 
No ſtrength nor courage can his comming ſtay, 
No welth canwage him,nor no wit preuent him, 
_ Noloutclie beautie can at al "6 thi 
Nay (which is more) no vertue canauaile 
Ay me, that death on vertue ſhould preuaile. 
Burt tis decreed, deathisthe meed for finhe, 
 Thisby ambition did our grandfire win'; 
And we the heires both ofhis worke and wages 
Muſt all dic once,throughourall after ages. 
And heere for inſlance ſee this ſable hearſe 
Shrowding the ſubie& of my moornefull verſc, 
The breathleſſe body of a worthie Dame, 
The Lady Branch, a Nicholſon by name . 
A gedlie,vertuous and religious Matron 
} Fot maids,and wiues,and widdows al a pattern. 
Worſhip and wealth adornd hir parentage, 
Fauourand beautic graft her perſonage, 
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AONODIA. | 
But vertuous manners, by good education, 
Broghr to hir youth the greateſt comendation, 
Wherein ſo wel ſhe ſpent hir virgin-daies 
Thar Enuies ſelte ſaw nothing to diſpraiſe. 
Now when herage had made hirapt to mary, 
With frends aduiſe that of hir choice were chary, 
She was eſpouſd to one of ſpeciall ſort, 
Welrhy in purſe, and worſhiptull in porr, 
Maiſter John Mmors,praiſde for zeale & pietic, 
One ofthe Drapers worſhiptull ſocictie: 
To him ſhe bare fower children,one a boy, 
The reſt al daughters, al, their parents ioy. 
But all theſe ioyes (alas) but little laſted, 
Al theſe faire bloſſoms were vntimely blaſted. 
All dyed young; for what drawes liucly breath 
Burt yong or ould muſt yeeld at laſt to death? 
But they,long moorning for their mutual lofle, 
Frame muruall comforts to cach others croſle, 
Till rime, that allthings wearcs had worne away 
Their ſorrowes edge, vnealy to allay. 
Then happilic many fair dates they ſpent, 
To others comfort and their owne content, 
In all thepra&ize of a chriſtian life, 
And muruall duties meet for man and wife, 
Hee happie in his chance, thee in hir choice, 
Both1ointly bleſſed inthem ſelues reioce. 
But ah theſe carth-ioies doo not euerlaſt. 
After -long cleerenescloudes will ouer caſt: 
After long calmes ſtill followes ſtormy weather. 
Whenthey had liu'd full fortic yeares together, 
A.3. He 


MONODIA. 
Heediedalas; for whatdrawes liuely breath, 
But young or ould, muſt yeld atlaſt rodcath? 

Then deſolate and comfortleſle alone, 4 
Like to the Turtle when hir mate 1s gone, 

With {igh-ſwolne hart and forrow-clowded cies: 
Shee wayles hirloſtloue in a woctull wiſc 

Till time thatalthinges weares, had wornc away 
Hir ſorrowe's edge, vn-caſietoallay. 

Then after modeſt and meet intermit1on, 
Becomming well hir yeares, and hir codition, 
In ſecond wedlocke ice was linckt again 
Vnto another wealthie Cittizen, 

To Maiſter Branch who after wards became 
Lord Mayor of London, worthic wel the ſame, 
Inwhichhigh office he him ſo acquighted, 

Thar for his ſeruice he was after knighted, 

He was hir husband twentic yearcs, or more, 
And much increaſt hir ſtile, her ſtatc,and ſtore. 
Bat boughes & Branches, ſhrubs,8& Cedars tall 
Wither and die and intoalhes fall, wo 
Sofel this Branch,for what drawes liuely brethr 
Burold or yong muſt yeeldat laſt todeath? 

Thenall rol hauing loſt hir knight, 
This dolcful Lady left al worlds delight, ..,, - 
Alſhewes of pleaſure,and al pomp forſaking, 
Hir (elfe to ſadnefle and to folcneſle taking, 
with inward ſighes8 outward tearcs lamenting 
His death, whoſelife was alhirliues cor:tenting, 
Euen like ynto the ſad and woful Winter, 
Who(ſoone as cuer the brightſcaſon-ſtinter C 
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Hath lefthir widdow ofhis wonted raies, 
Whilſt ro another world he takes his waies ) 
Caſting aſide hir rich enameld crownes, 
Flower-powdred mitles,& embrodered gowns 
Ofgraſ- green ſilk-ſhag,and the gawdie pride 
Of all hir lewels and hir iems beſide, | 
Hir mirth-leſle ſelfe in moornfull maner ſhrouds 
Down to the groundinrobe of ſable clouds, 
And fro hir ſ\woln-hart ſighs a thouſand ſtowres 
And from hir drownd eies weeps a thouſid ſhowers, 

But nbw become hirſelf,hir ſelfes comander, 
To ſhicld hirlite fafe from alſhot of (lander, 
(As'rwere)ſequeſtred frommuch conuerſation, 
She paſt hir timein holy meditation, 
In thanks and praier vnto Chriſt our Lord, 
Andoften hearing of his ſacred word; 
7n godlie almes,and hberal penſ1ons rife, 
And al the duries of a chriſtian life, 
Laying vprtreaſure with the toytull iuſt, 
cate fromthe force of theeues,and fret of rnaſt, 
So thathir three-fold godly life alludeth 
To virgin Rarh, wife Sara, widdow Judith, 
This lite ſhe led; butthis life wil away, 
We are but pilgrims, heere we may nor ſtay. 
No more might ſhe:tor when thrice thirty yecre 
(A goodlic age) ſhe had expiredheere 
She alſo died; for what drawesiuely breath, 
But young or old muſt yeeldat laſtro death? 

Such life, ſuchdeath :wel ends the wel begun, 
And by the cuen the faire daies praiſe is wun. 
F Wel 
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Wel.ſhe began and wundrous wel (he ended, 

Faircroſcthis ſun,andfaircly in deſcended, 

Toriſc againetoglarie at the laſt, 

Artthat great angeTs al-awaking blaſt 

_ Andtherfore(dcerfriends)do not waile nor weep, 

| For hir thatis ſo happy talne a(lcepe, 

But waile our loſle, our common cauſe of gricte, 
.* Theriches load-ſtar, &the poorcsrelcctc, 

For tothe richinlite ſhe gaue example, 

 Andtothe poore in life and death was ample. 

Weep rich, weep poore, lethigh and low lament 

Burt moſt you poore,letyour falttears be ſpent, 
For youalas haueloſt yourliberall Ladic, 

Your nurſe, your mother,butalas why wade1 

With my poor ſtein ſo profound a | Sag ? 

You ſprings ofartes,cies of thisnoble Realme, 

Cambridge &5 Oxford, lend your learnedrteares, 

Towail your own lofle, and to witneſle theirs : 

Tel you, that hauethe voice ofeloquence, 

This bountcous Ladies large benificence, 

-ir{t royour ſclucs,for loue vnto your lore, 

Then ſcueralic to cueric kind of poore, 

Within this Cittie, To the Drapers Hall, 

To cucrie Priſon; everic Hoſpital, 

To Lunatikes, and poore Maidesmarriages, 

And many other worthie leagacies, 

And when you haue drawn all your tear-ſprings 
| Forherdeccaſeyheer ler your comfort lic, (dric; 
| Thar of this Phenix aſhes there reuiues 

Another,where her yertue ſtill ſuruiues. 

FINIS. To. Silwſter. 


